I<5o                SAILOR     ON    HORSEBACK

in. Women in particular seemed stirred by his writing and
his pictures, and wrote asking all manner of favours. There
was the woman who gave her minister as a character
reference, then proposed that Jack be the father of her child
so that the child would inherit a magnificent body and
brain. Although he heartily approved of the lady's biological
thesis, he managed to turn down the proposal.

He was severely in debt: to the stores, to the pawnshop,
to his friends. The royalties from The God of His Fathers
were charged against his advances from McClure, so that no
cash was forthcoming. Any cheque that was due was spent a
month before it arrived; though he sold a number of stories
and articles to small magazines he could not collect his
money. The business of literature was a wretched one;
editors took months to decide whether they wanted a story,
more months to publish it, and still more months after
publication to pay for it. Jack fumed against this system,
crying out that if a man bought shoes or vegetables he paid
cash, so why shouldn't editors pay cash for stories? This
shabby treatment of a man who needed his wages to buy
the necessities of life for his family made him the more
determined eventually to make editors pay him high prices.

By summer, when he was hopelessly in debt, the San
Francisco Examiner summoned him to write special articles
for the Sunday Supplement, the section for which he had
written his first article, four years before, in an attempt to
earn the requisite ten dollars to feed Flora, Johnny Miller,
and himself until the appointment from the post office
came through. He reported prize fights, wrote a hysterical
article about the arrival of the S.S. Oregon, which brought
down on him the wrath of the local literati, did articles on
"Girls Fighting Duels," the Washoe Indians coming to
civilisation, and finally spent ten straight days reporting
the German SchuetzenfesL He forced himself to make the
articles red-blooded, virile, as the Examiner had promised
its readers they would be; as a result they sound forced and
artificial, but the food they bought for his family was very
real indeed.